junctions never to state my business on the doorstep and
never to ask for eethe lady of the house." I knew I must
convey the impression that I was, not a chance business
caller, but a welcome acquaintance of the householder.
Before I began my day's work I looked up in the directory
the name of each resident in the street I was covering,
and asked for Mrs. Blank at each door with a confident
smile on my face. If Mrs. Blank was as feather-
brained as most suburban housewives, she was likely
enough to be guiltily asking herself, after the first
twenty seconds9 conversation, whether she oughtn't
really to remember where she had met me before.
Even with all the backing of the course behind
you, your reception varied. There was the little slavey,
her hair in a hasty twist and her wet hands fumbling at
her apron, who would sum you up at once: "Oh, is it
about the 'Dover ? We've got one." There was the
superior parlour-maid, in violet print under her starcK,
who would inform you distantly: "Her ladyship never
interviews capers at the door." There was the flushed
and anxious rather who imagined every ring at the bell
to be a i^essenger from the hospital, come to announce
the birth of his third child. It might be: "Madam is
3ut." It quite often was: eTm afraid poor Mrs. Blank
died six months ago." But at every third house you
got, at least, past the doorstep.
Once you were inside, your object was to stimulate
px>ur victim's interest in water-softeners (or vacuum-
:leaners) by such a flood of talk that the objections of
price and terms of purchase, when they eventually arose,
tvere swept away like straws in a hurricane. To inspire